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“MRS' NAGG AND MR
3 By Roy L7 ‘McCardell."
O-DAY is Washington's Birthday Mr. Nagg—

Wishington'’s Birthday! Oh, well, it has no sig-
nificance for me, sxcept that it Is a holiday for
‘you and means more work, worry and trouble
for me. I expected to go to see “George Washington,

Jr.,” at to-day’s matinee, d(hou‘n. as [ understand it,
Washington was the father of his country, but
had no children of his own.

“But what I do say Is that if he couldn't tell a lie I
know plenty of men who can do so without undergoing
any great amount of straln,

bt S “Whom do T mean, Mr. Nagg? Whom do T mean?
Never mind whom I mean! ' Let the cap fit those who wear it, or let those
wear it whom it fits. You get me 80 excited and flustered with the way you
_try to pick a quarrel with me, and about George Washington, too,that I don’t
know what I am saying. I only know this, that I never get to go anywherr
Of #6s anything, and a holiday for you only means more work for me, be-
auge you always stiok in the house and expect a hot dinner just when I
have set my mind on getting awey from my cares and worrles just for an
hour-or 8o and go to & matinee .

"'lcln,go. you say? Oh, how kind you are, Mr. Nagg! Yes, I suppose

B £0, and never hear the last of it for the rest of my natural life. Talk

out women finding fault!  Well, If they were half as bad as the men are

it would end merriage as an institution. If the least/thing goes wrong, if

(1]

from his dissipation of the night before, a man will growl and bang the
, table,  and ‘how] and howl that the coffee is weak as dishwater, and that
mo;umhmomw.unhumwmumwmmoummm
Mhufewm&ouvM! '

“Oh, I know, Mr, Nagg! I haven't lived with you all these years, and
lyntﬁo&ellymthntlmﬂrdotmnch:andmﬂunﬂnmﬂu
fn this house. t
| ““Here is a holiday, and what do you do? Why, you come home and sit
‘around and quarrel with me about George Wasshington, who has been
Mtlm_ndrodnln. Don't talk to me about George Washington. I'll
'bet his poor wife had many a sorrowful night waiting for him to come
mwnhewugnumdmlmauhhwlodn,um&
ing he was, /

' #0Oh, you men have a good time, and George Washington was no better
than the rest of you. He got a home in the country at Mt. Vernom, where
h!gpoérvitewu-tnek;ﬂth.ﬂm..nmrm;mlew when they
had company, and company only means extra work for o womsau, while the
men sit around smoking thelr pipes and getting everything all cluttered up.
¢ 'Oh, don’t talk about George Washington to me! You are just (ike him
=—tot in the sense of abstaining from prevarication—but in wanting to get
mo to move to New Rochello or some other miburban town where I wi
b stuck in the woods, while you telephone home that you are kept in wown
aver night on important business. -
~~ " know why Washington never told a lie! It was because the tele-
skone wasn't invented then. It was easy enough those days, but when
IMMwnmdbuween men's offices and their homes all trutn

Mmy heart! ;
““9h, what is the use to try to be kind and pleasant 7"

. They Got the Hal Hal

No Rest for John.

=

this attorney-at-law,
contested a will with a flaw.
the lawyer's fees pald

“-HAT ¢

Bis breakfast doesn’t sult him, and he is probably slck, and has no appetite | (45

belrs -were bankrupt, haw-daw!
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& & By W. F. Marriner
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WAR neath a suliry southern sun
Full many a rear ago

?

Good Deacon Bushrod Washington

About the flelds did po.
He found a cockiail cherry tree.
“Fooks! 'Tis a blithesome sight!” quot

He shinned the tree and munched with joy.
He wotted not
His little George, a husky boy,

Had wandered to the spot.
Goodrge swung his hatchet: “Mark the way
Stanch Bill Jerome shall smite some day!™

Alack!

h he.

1.
Then with ks sturdy litile aae
He straightaway got busy,
And 'neath that rain of heartfelt hacks
The cherry tree grew diczy.
Though Pa. the scene of carnage viewing,
Yelled “Quitl” George heard not. Nothing doing!

i,

Iv.

nm«ummmmmaiaun{ ;

While earthward he was whizzing
His lurid language wafted far
And set the air to pizzing,

Says George: “E'en Colonel Mann wow't soon

Bring from the ires 50 fine a coon.

AAASASLLSLSALESLEALSS

"I"Mpwfmcnlualm
While still my joints are limber;
Iike modest old Johns D., 1'd scek

vi.
“Father, 1 cannot tell o Ue!
I did it with my hatchet.”
Quoth Bushrod: “Shall I tell you why

V.

The high, umbrageous timber. You are not going to ‘caich 47

But no! That would de cowardies, This tree belongs to Brother Dam,

For Pe runs iwice as fast as me! Who beat me for Assomdiyman!™
VIAAABABALIVARAARARMRAAIIVAAANA. >

his mother such fibs as you tell me!"’

Washington: His Birthday.

3% * By Walter Wellman.

vy ber G/
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“Georgle dKIn't bave you to tell ‘em | whet you think of me.”

to! That's why.”

“You'd fare better if girls were like| dso about their family tree.”
Ananias.”’

.

te, George Washington never told]| *“T wish girls were as truthful as| *'T wonder #f George Washington really| “How would you like to follow George
George Washington. Then I'd know| told the truth about that cherry tree?” | Washington's example and be first in

“If 50, he 44 more than most Peapls | the hearts of your countrymen?”
“AN’G ruther be fust in ders chicking
coops!™ i
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"THE LOST ART OF MINDING.
\e o B leolngrbolongmith;
A “nlunu.uua- wise eight-year-old

“I'm not going to be
grow up. I'm going to with
forever. 1 wouldn’t lke to ‘mind'
I suppose I'll have to mind somebody
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DINNER FOR WASHINGTON’S BIRTHDAY.

can be omitted. Instead of fish, which
should be the next oourse, have stewed

chopped. This is suficlent for six per-

good brandy; wet with consomme; set
sons. Follow this with bolied leg of

on A good fire, boll about half an hour.
Ten minuten before taking from the
fire chop, the eggs Of the turtle, chop
and

been previously bolled, throw it in boll- use hard bolled eggs instead In a] and after washing It put it Into hot
Ing water for two or thres minutes and | stewpan; If the turtle has nome, drop| saited water, and if it should weigh
drain; put it In & stewpan with onions |and use egEs instead. When| eight pounds or niore boll it slowly for
and ham, also cut In dice; season with | done, throw away parsley, thyme and| thres hours. Remove the ascum as it
wmwm salt, vbnqr.lbct leaf, add a little chopped chervilf ooy and when done plsce it on a dish
and & """""“’ : "".""“m“‘m“’“‘m‘""wlumuhvnumsnum.
2 ooy e T Rt L R 2 2 \ 1 c.’.f 3
- BEAUTY HINTS.  |BETTY'S BALM Bt o it o bolag wate tw
; - : teaspooriuis T, two of
| MRy IS shere Aver FOR LOVERS, |buter. Mix the fiout ana vutier so-
h ' . B , ; < gether until they are perfectly smooth;
stir. this into the bolling water
and add salt to tasts, If mmde with
milk instead less Dufter
answer,
ocape!

|
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To Make Tomato Sauce.
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|@® Mr, Winston Churchill' wrote
| “The Title Mart" for practice, as
| has been sald, we wish he would
! practice on some one else, The Anglos
| Amerioan mixture at the Madlson
i Squdre Theatre 1s another dose of “‘so-
|c|otv" that may Interest the few, but
‘not the many. Why can't these am-
l bitious playwrights of the soll get oute
side of the soclety circle? Two of them
have come this week with the
same old bag of ftricks. Mr. Rupert
Hughes pinned a tmgedy tall on his
comedy dog and left us wondering at
the breed. '‘The Trlungle' lacked bal-
ance. “The Title Mart" lacks orig-
inality. Its story and Ha characters
are as old as the jokes that the English
crack at our expenss.

Mr. Churchill trots out the impecu-
nicus RBogilsh lord; the talkative
shrimp In black-and-white checks and
a8 many "B jovea!'; the ambitious
American mother, who won't be happy
she geots it; the healthy heiress, and
porky papa. Are 'we never to be
of them?

Lord Tredbury is the best of the
lot. He is bond and fusmn, thanks
| largely to Mr. Frank G#llmore, who
was hacvested from “As Ye Sow" for
the part., He comes over marked by
Mre. Blackwell for her step-dausiiter
Baith, Lady Ticknor, however, sends

| tin
| e
|

7:‘.l
HARE .
denish, Ty escape her, Tredbury In-

FFOLLIOTT-FAGET REASSURES ARTHUR

duces . hls apish companion, Reginald
Barking, M. P., to take bis name »and‘
title for the time betng. Reginald is
one of those sterectyped siage  Idiots
who take everything but a hint.

and ghe throws him by a
of the warist 4nd her Mttle
8. American girls who
land Engilish noblenen
to see Mr. Churchill's
cks in all trades,
.. .

83

DOROTHY REVELL JWJITSES FRANK GiLLIMORE

A man with an eye to the future'
might Jearn a lesson from 'this, but,
Tredbury rises only to love the more,|
The husky Edith guesses his Identity’
-and has hor revenge by putting Reg-|
nald in a boat—or rather a canoe—and
getting him doused. She is painfully
practical in her jokes. The cance saves
her from ~golng  to dinner with
“Rexgy,” and enables her to sit with

I's the Audience '
That Is Sold in
“The Title

100 havoy to marry the good Loed '

ber, No one i mold-in “‘The hﬁ
Mart,"' unless It 15 t!

cock-fighting, do thelr best to help ¢
Mr. Churehill’s none too brilliant wit, |

during
! chﬂlied. ) 4

o‘gwhue
EobaE CORCRE.
tentionally
ving elvis fri

oed, of
Tredway, who drinks real champagne, :'moklnc.

SAM REED AMD THE GAMBCOGKS, . |+ |

with the label turned towsrd the sudl
ence. The plot softens withbout sny
further calamities. and Bdith s ovly

her step-mother had ploked out

All along, of course,
imagines “‘Regey’’ to be just what she
s looking for, and he is ‘working /.
overtime supplying ‘the “oomedy ele- <
ment.” The fat father and a' L e

The brotherly love of authors iy
trayed at ome point. ]
*I expected to find you unat

e ’

lampshade, was the wonder ¥
wardrobe. M, Glithmers toske

Take a chence, by leaving the office
business hours, of gotting dis:

oftend the
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